dedicated to Christ It put me for a time definitely
outside of the vast harmony. I was able at last to
notice details both architectural and human.

Santa Sophia has nine gates leading to it from a
great corridor or outer hall, lined with marble and
roofed with old-gold mosaic. As you enter from the
Porta Basilica you have an impression of pale yel-
low, gold, and gray; of a pervading silvery glimmer,
of a pervading gleani of delicate primrose, brightly
pure and warm. You hear a sound of the falling of
water from the two fountains of ablution, great
vases of gray marble which are just within the
mosque.

Gray and gold prevail in the color scheme, a beau-
tiful combination of which the eyes are never tired.
But many hues are mingled with them: yellow and
black, deep plum-color and red, green, brown, and
very dark blue. The windows, which are heavily
grated, have no painted glass, so the mosque is not
dark. It has a sort of lovely and delicate dimness,
touching as the dimness of twilight. It is divinely
calm, almost as Nature can be when she would bring
her healing to the unquiet human spirit. We know
that during the recent war Santa Sophia was
crowded with suffering fugitives, with dying sol-
diers and cfiolera patients. I feel that even upon
them in their agony it must have shed rays of com-
fort, into their hearts a belief in a far-off compassion
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